Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
love me!" he said wistfully and waved to them from the
balcony. But the gesture was perfunctory; and they too
went away with heavy hearts.
She noted, too, when she got him out to Malmaison
after the second abdication, that at times he ate enor-
mously, as if Nature were crying out for repairs to the
punished body. But he had always been so abstemious
that it was disagreeable to see him now overeating like any
mechanic from the Marais. Then again he would eat
nothing at all, though she did her best to tempt him
with the few delicacies she knew he liked.
And his slumber now was so heavy that it resembled a
torpor. Sometimes she gazed at him as he lay on an otto-
man, while the provisional government back in Paris de-
liberated on his fate; and remembering how he looked
when she had pleaded with him for her mother in the rue
Chantereine—the rapier-like wiriness, the brilliant eyes—
or the magnetic presence of the Tuileries, almost she
could have cried out. His body, through fatigue and
disease, was now so much grosser; and though the head
would never, lose its noble molding, the fire had gone from
the eyes, and from the mouth all the decisiveness and
charm which, strangely commingled, had always marked
it.
It was a relief to find, toward the end of this brief
stay, that rest had restored him a little. Never again
would he be the same man; but something of his poise
and charm returned. And she was proud to find that in
his fall he cherished no bitter anger even against the
traitors. He bore his misfortunes, she thought, with con-
siderable dignity and not a little of sweetness.
With him she would have gladly rushed into exile, as
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